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"Ah,*' she answered quickly, "that's what I wanted to
know," and he looked up, puzzled, uneasy, feeling that he
must have said more to this girl than he had intended to
say. "Bless you," she added, touching his hand with hers
"You're a dear, Uncle Pieter."
He gripped her fingers. "What is it you want now—-
more sapphires?"
"No."
"I'd give them to you."
"Why?"
"Don't you want them?"
"No."
"What then?"
"Just to understand."
"Bah! You women are always making mysteries. I can't
make head or tail of you."
"Yes, you can," she answered. "That's why you're a
dear."
"Then do something to please me."
"Anything."
"Play on the piano . . . Chopin."
But though he might escape into Chopin, she knew that
she had discovered in him what had long been hidden from
her; she saw him as an inhabitant of the world of new per-
ceptions into which she had but lately entered. Her mother,
too, was changed, had ceased to be formidable; the biting
affability peculiar to her, which had once had the effect on
Julie of chafing harness on a horse of mettle, had no more
influence now than the repetitive patter of a comedian. Her
hatred of her mother was a surprising memory of another
existence, so indifferent to her had she become. And Sophie
—Sophie was a suspicious ghost, embittered, pitiable,
powerless. It's odd, Julie thought, if Sophie could prove
what she suspects, or is beginning to suspect, she could
ruin me, and would. Yet I am no more afraid of her than
I should be if she were blind and deaf and dumb.
Having come from the piano, she listened idly to Sophie's
observations on the winter—that it was good because it
was Dutch, so different from the clammy bitterness of aa

